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Lilliputian O D E 


q | ON THE 
ENGINE with which Captain 
Gulliver extinguiſh'd the 
Flames in the Royal Palace. 


I. 
; 0 Ngine ſtrong, 
= Thick and long! 
With Surprize, 


Have our Eyes, 


View'd its Sise; 
And 


[6] 
And its Noſe, 
Like a Roſe: 
And its Beard, 
Much rever'd ! 


How 1t ſtood, 
When the F lood, 
Pouring down, 
Sav'd the Town! 
Ev'n the Queen, 
Who has ſeen 
How it plays, 


In Amaze 
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R 
Fury quits; 
And has Fits | 
Of Delight, 


Since the Sight. 
"Tis a Thing 
Makes the King 


Sometimes glad, 


Sometimes ſad; 
Tay Heav'n he run not mad! 
II. 

O how ſtrange 
Is the Change 
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In 


In the Crowd! 
Wives are loud 

In its Praiſe ; 
And with Bays 
Want to ſpread 
Its high Head! 
Maid, with Joys, 
Hear the Boys 
Talk it o'er, 

And adore! 
 Husbauds now 


Jealous grow ; 
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[9] 
And a-Nights 
Are in Frights! 
All Day long, 
Every Tongue 
Says or ſings 


Wondrous Things. 


Errry rr, 


Maſter Wit, 


Tries in vain, 


Lofty Strain, 
0 ſet ferm 
Its Magnitude and Worth! 
| 1 
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[10 ] 
III 


Mountain-Man, 


He who can 
Reach thy Fame, 
And proclaim 
Stature odd, 

Is a Gov. 

O deſcend, 

As a Friend, 

To our State; 
And beget 


1 
Such a Race 

In this Place. 
Female bleſt, 

By thee preſt; 
Whoſe fierce Fire 
Of Deſire 

Thy great Tool 
Can but cool! 

But *tis ſuch, 


That too much 


We intreat! 


Ah! hard Fate. 
B2 One 


| F123 | 
One Flame out, 
"11s paſt doubt, 
That thy Parts 
Have rais'd one in our Hearts. 
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J. 

; Ss =, Wou'd 
' Yoube good? 
And add Fame 


To your Name? 


N 


Lv] 
Quit your Care, 


And repair 
Here to me, 
Sipping Tea, 


In a Crowd, 


Pull and loud. 


And if you 
Have ought neu 
For a Muſe 

To peruſe, 
Bring it down, 


Tho' a Crown 


Be 
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Be the Price: 

In a Ince 
I will pay, 
Sing, or ſay, 

What is fit 

For a V, 

Sure as I am Trrrr Tit, 

But if you 

7 Look askew ; 

And will not 

Hither trot 

c 
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At my Call; 
Then may all 
Plagues, that can 
Flow from Pax- 
-PORA Ss Box, 
Clap and Pox, 
 Cholich, Stone, 
Aching Bone, 
Make you moap ; 
And your Shop, 
Cuſtom loſe 
Of the Muſe; 

And 
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And your Purſe 
Know the Curſe, 

That of late 
Prov'd my Fate, 
Ere Sir Bos 
p Filld my Fe, 
And a Dives made of Jon. - 
rn 
Such Regard 
Claims a Bard! 


a But Neglect 
4 r 


Of Reſpect, 
. 


0 ry 
Tho'in Joke, 
May provoke. 
Who will jeſt 
With a Prueſt ? 
Worſe than Hic, 


Satyr is 


Of the Muſe. 
Like the Jews, 
Poets ſage, 
When in Rage, 
Dreadful are. 


Have a Care, 


And 
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And be wiſe, 

As ttt Allies, 
Who vouchſafe 
To be ſafe. 
Honeſt Toy, 


Prithee come, 


0: by St. Aux E, III go home. 
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would JoHN 


DExxis frown, 
Fret, and ſwear, 
Should he hear 

Of this Ode 

Alamode! 
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But in vain 
Would he ſtrain, 
By the Rules 
Of the Schools, 


Down to tie, 


Or to try 
erſe of ſuch a Bard as I. 
II. 
Or if E. 
CurLL ſhould ſee 
What I've wrote, 
He Wendet 
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